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4 THE TRIUMPH OF THE EGG

If I could understand him I could understand every-
thing.

I could run through the world telling a wonderful
story.

I would no longer be dumb.

Why was I not given words?
Why am I dumb?

I have a wonderful story to tell but know no way to
tell it.
















































20 THE TRIUMPH OF THE EGG

him, what did he want to do like that for? I keep
thinking about it and it spoils looking at horses and
smelling things and hearing niggers laugh and every-
thing. Sometimes I'm so mad about it I want to fight
someone. It gives me the fantods. What did he do it
for? I want to know why.

































































































































THE EGG 63

I awoke at dawn and for a long time looked at the
egg that lay on the table. I wondered why eggs had
to be and why from the egg came the hen who again
laid the egg. The question got into my blood. It has
stayed there, I imagine, because I am the son of my
father. At any rate, the problem remains unsolved in
my mind. And that, I conclude, is but another evi-
dence of the complete and final triumph of the egg—
at least as far as my family is concerned.


















































































































THE MAN IN THE BROWN COATI10I

Already I have written three hundred, four hundred
thousand words, Are there no words that lead into
life? Some day I shall speak to myself. Some day
I shall make a testament unto myself.

















































































































































































160 THE TRIUMPH OF THE EGG

occasionally came in the storm she raised her head
and heard, through the tangled mass of wet hair that
covered her ears and above the sound of millions of
rain-drops that alighted on the earthen floor inside
the house of the corn, the thin voices of her mother
and father calling to her out of the Leander house.





















WAR 167

details. I only remember the German sitting by the
road and muttering that he wanted to be let alone,
and the old tired mother-in-Poland saying the harsh
words and forcing her weary companions to march
through the night back into their own country.


















































































































OUT OF NOWHERE INTO NOTHING 20§

was something she knew and it was of as much im-
portance as the things the wise men knew and put into
books. She also had found out something about life.
Her body was still the body of what was called a
virgin. What of it? “If the sex impulse within it
had been gratified in what way would my problem be °
solved? I am lonely now. It is evident that after
that had happened I would still be lonely.”



























214 THE TRIUMPH OF THE EGG

the tree trunk. The sharp breaking sound—the deli-
cate parts of the machine being broken—was sweet
to his ears. It was as though a song had come sud-
denly from between his lips. Again he swung the box
and again brought it down against the tree trunk.
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graceful and beautiful and to rise also out of the
mental stupidity and sloth of her young womanhood
was due to the fact that the factory windows faced
the river and the western sky, and that in the morn-
ing she saw the gulls feeding and in the afternoon
the sun going down through the smoke clouds in a
riot of colors.
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song he sang was not the one he had repeated over and
over on that other night when he sat with Rosalind in
the car and the cattle came. It was the song the
negro sang, the river song of the young black warriors
that slavery had softened and colored with sadness.
On the lips of Walter Sayers the song had lost much
of its sadness. He walked almost gaily along and in
the song that flowed from his lips there was a taunt, a
kind of challenge.


















































































































THE MAN WITH THE TRUMPET 269

I whispered words at night into a telephone.

I told my people life was sweet, that men might live.

I said a million temples might be built, that door-
steps might be cleansed.

At their fleeing harried minds I hurled a stone.

I said they might build temples to themselves.
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